One by one the Piggery slunk away to get in half an hour's
creasing parade before the afternoon programme began.

With a shrug, Martin rose to supervise the swabs.

With creasing parade in view to spur them on, this was one of
the few occasions when guardsmen displayed that initiative so
much vaunted by the Press as the British soldier's supreme
quality. Laden with plates, the swabs were already streaking to
the cook-house.

"If you don't get a blinking heave on yourself, Fll scuttle you
sharp/* one of them was saying to a solitary figure at a table. "I
don't get paid for this, you know."

Grumbling, the solitary figure went on chewing.

Someone entered the mess-room, looked about and then came
rushing at Martin. Trickling with sweat, he stood gasping for a
moment,

"Are you in-waiting, Corp?" he demanded wolfishly. "Has my
dinner been saved? I've been art on a stunt."

This was a perplexing complication; from the way the man
looked at him, Martin saw he was expected to produce a dinner
from up his sleeve. He supposed he'd better see the cooks, and
moved off with that intention, the guardsman clinging to his
heels like a dog after a bone.

The cook-house, spacious, bathed in a permanent mist of
greasy steam, was connected to the mess by two double doors. On
the left, shelves were stacked with dirty plates, to which the
swabs were continually adding more. A cook was speedily reduc-
ing the piles of crockery by throwing the pjates to another cook,
who put them on a conveyor. The conveyor entered the depths
of a huge complicated piece of machinery, which engulfed the
dirty plates at one end and discharged them clean at the other.
A plate, flying through the air, missed the second cook's hand;
but instead of breaking, it bounced up from the floor intact.
Martin knew that if he himself had dropped the plate it would
have cost him about two shillings.

"It should have been kept back for me, you know/' said the
guardsman, implying that, although he wanted his dinner, he
did not wish to create trouble.

"Don't worry yourself. I'm just going to see about It."

But how? The new corporal looked at the conglomeration of

106